Portraits and Sketches

that outer class, he well remembers being told that
an audience of the elect, to whom Swinburne recited
the yet unpublished " Dolores/' had been moved to
such incredible ecstasy by it that several of them
had sunk on their knees, then and there, and adored
him as a god. Those were blissful times, when
poets and painters, if they were attached to Keats'
"little clan," might hope for honours which were
private indeed, and strictly limited, but almost divine.
The extraordinary reputation' of Swinburne in the
later sixties was constructed of several elements.
It was built up on the legend of his mysterious
and unprecedented physical appearance, of the
astonishing verbal beauty of his writings, but most
of all on his defiance of the intellectual and religious
prejudices of his age and generation. He was not
merely a poet, but a flag ; and not merely a flag, but
the Red Flag incarnate. There was an idea abroad,
and it was not ill-founded, that in matters of taste
the age in England had for some time been stationary,
if not stagnant. It was necessary to wake people
up ; as Victor Hugo had said : " II faut rudoyer
le genre humain," and in every gesture it was
believed that Swinburne set forth to "rudoyer" the
Philistines.

This was welcome to all young persons sitting in
bondage, who looked up to Swinburne as to the
deliverer; He also enjoyed, in popular belief, the
advantage of excessive youth. In point of fact, his
immaturity was not so dazzling as was reported by
the newspapers, or, alas ! as he then himself reported.